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TARTUFFE* Your abuse cannot incense me;
Heaven has taught me to suffer everything.
CLEANTE. Your moderation is great, I confess.
DAMIS. How impudently the villain sports
with Heaven!
TARTUFFE. All your outrages cannot move me
in the least; and I think of nothing but my duty.
MARIANE* You may glorify yourself very
much upon this; and this task is very honourable
for you to undertake.
TARTUFFE. A task cannot but be glorious when
it proceeds from the power that sends me
hither.
ORGON. But do you remember, ungrateful
wretch, that my charitable hand raised you from
a miserable condition?
TARTUFFE. Yes, I know what help I received
from you; but the King's interest is my first duty-
The just obligation of this sacred duty stifles all
gratitude of my heart; and to such a powerful
consideration, I would sacrifice friend, wife, Mil-
dred, and myself with them.
ELMIRE. The impostor!
DORINE. How artfully he makes himself a
lovely cloak of all that is sacred.
CLEANTE, But if this zeal which guides jom>
and upon which you plume yourself so mucky be
so perfect as you say, why has it not shown itself
until Orgpa caught you trying to seduce his wifc^